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CHAPTER IX.

I WAS not sorry when it was decided that we were
to change camp and move on eight miles to a place
called Julumpah. I had met with such bad luck
in this last camp that I hated the very recollection
of the place. Our new one was pitched in the
midst of a fine mango tope, with a large tank
close by, the banks of which were covered with
storks and herons. As 'no kill' was reported,
the Nawab had out his falcons, and it was very
pretty to see them go for the white herons, and
to watch the manoeuvres of the latter to avoid
their enemy. When tired, the herons would
perch amongst the mango-trees, taking care to
have some protecting branches above them. The
weather was getting hotter each day, and now the